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fumigators and incense, a copper-smith. They all
were used to their workers sleeping on the ground.
Jen tried every conceivable trick. He tried to sleep
on the oven, on big upturned brass cauldrons, on the
cart of a potter for whom he worked later. It was a
trembling, night for night hunt to get a raised place
to sleep on. But people became suspicious because he
didn't dare to sleep on the ground and they thought
that there was something fishy about this. So nobody
kept him on for long. Later he did coolie work in the
town and one day discovered the hollow in the wall.
Since then he felt safe. From dawn to dusk he
squatted in the bazaar, with his basket and cloth,
waiting to carry loads which came his way.

At night he slept, doubled up, in the recess in the
walL

One night a police patrol dragged him out of the
Wall, They flashed their lantern in his face and then
kicked him and drove him away. And they shouted
that he was not permitted to sleep in this wall.

For one night he slept on the roof of a shed. But
the roof was oblique, he fell down and hurt himself.
The next night he spent squatting on a little earth
hill, but he didn't dare to sleep. In the third night he
sneaked to his wall and crept into the hollow. He
slept badly, being afraid of the police patrol. But
they didn't come again and he could keep on sleeping
in the recess.

One day strange unrest befell Canton, The
people in the bazaar, where Jen was squatting,
murmured and whispered. Suddenly an unknown
lean man, looking like a student or otherwise son of
the burglars, climbed on to the roof of a shed.